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from the shelves, and sit down in the solitude of his widow-
erhood to nod for an hour or two over the pages and dream
of the past.

Besides the visits of Bramwell Booth and his wife, who
at this time more than at any other were a constant provi-
dence to the old man, General Booth had one great pleasure,
namely, the writing of domestic letters. His letters to
Bramwell Booth are a library in themselves, and it has been
a perpetual astonishment to the present writer how this
overworked and overburdened man found the time, much
more the inclination, to indite such long and innumerable
epistles. The explanation seems to be that idleness was in-
sufferable to his nature, and that when he was worn out by
public meetings and interviews and journeys, he went to his
writing-table as another man goes to his couch or his bed.
Articles and addresses he wrote laboriously and as part
of his toil, but it refreshed him to write both to his children
and to certain of his Officers and friends. He was never
too tired to tell the children how greatly he loved them, and
how ardently he longed for them in his absences.

Among the letters of his old age, those to his daughter
Eva show one with what simple and human affection he
thought of his children, and yet how this natural love of
a father was always mingled with the religious occupations
of his life. A birthday letter from Eva Booth, written
from Toronto, helps one to see how very dearly he was
loved by his children. She says to him: " What cause the
whole world has for gratitude to God for every year of your
life; what millions of hearts and homes you have been the
means of brightening with God's salvation; what a lot of
people you have made happy who were once wretched;
what a multitude you have made rich who were once poor."

And she concludes: " You know my love for you, my
ever-burning, all-absorbing desire to please you in every
particular, to comfort you, to help you, and in some small
measure to brighten the other end of life's journey for you,
to live in your heart, and to spend every energy in the
front ranks of the battle that you are waging/' Signing
herself, " Ever in fondest and unchanging love, Your own
little soldier child."